THE SECOND EVENING

Could not persuade himself that he was ever likely to gain
from such philandering any practical advantage to his side,
He disapproved of wasting his time with her. Last year
at this date he had been working hard every afternoon in
spite of the heat. Still if he could not extract any news
out of her except by a happy accident3 he could at least
preach the gospel of his royal master's devotion to England.
He could at least use her sharp red little tongue to pro-
pagate that gospel. It would probably end in her becoming
his mistress. But would that matter ? To his colleagues
he would always be able to claim that he was making
business a pleasure, and in his own heart he did not feel
that he should ever be likely to forget that all his pleasure
was strictly a business.

So, every afternoon for a fortnight Captain Paul Drimys
had called about five o'clock at the Grand Hotel du
Monde, and had been shown up by the waiter to Mrs
Radcliffe's room: each time with a little more empresse-
ment in the manner of the waiter, who was already seeing
himself as Pandarus to this Troilus and Cressida. On
three occasions Arthur RadclifFe had returned before the
visitor had left, and on none of these occasions had there
been anything in the husband's manner to show that he
in the least resented such frequent visits. For a man so
young as that to be already the marl complaisant could
only signify that his interest was engaged elsewhere; and
it had not taken Captain Drimys long to find out about
Arthur's infatuation for Queenie. He had said nothing
definite about this to the injured wife so far. He had
been reserving some of his ammunition. But this after-
noon he was surprised into firing off these reserves. He
and Georgie had been chatting away as usual about the
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